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Placid her pose, the calm of energy;

And over her broad brow in many a round
(That loosened would have gilt her garment's hem),

Succinct, as toil prescribes, the hair was wound
In lustrous coils, a natural diadem.
The cloud changed shape, obsequious to the whim
Of some transmuting influence felt in me,
And, looking now, a wolf I seemed to see
Limned in that vapor, gaunt and hunger-bold.
Threatening her charge : resolve in every Iimb9
Erect she flamed in mail of sun-wove gold,
Penthesilea's self for battle dight;
One arm uplifted braced a flickering spear,
And one her adamantine shield made light;
Her face, helm-shadowed, grew a thing to fear.
And her fierce eyes, by danger challenged, took
Her trident-sceptred mother's dauntless look
" I know thee now, O goddess-born! " I cried,
And turned with loftier brow and firmer stride i
For in that spectral cloud-work I had seen
Her image, bodied forth by love and pride,
The fearless, the benign, the mother-eyed,
The fairer world's toil-consecrated queen.

2.

What shape by exile dreamed elates the mind
Like hers whose hand, a fortress of the poor,
No blood in vengeance spilt, though lawful, stains 1
Who never turned a suppliant from her door ?
Whose conquests are the gains of all mankind ?
To-day her thanks shall fly on every wind,
Unstinted, unrebuked, from shore to shore.